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more standing solidly on my feet, with full posses-
sion of my faculties, I saw Read prostrate on the
deck, his clothing badly torn and blood pouring from
several places. Captain Jenkins was also down. It
was clear that the command of the ship had devolved
upon me, so I gave the order, "Full speed ahead!"
The Monongahela, being very fast for a ship of her
time, was soon out of range of the batteries.

Captain Read had been mortally wounded and
died the next day, while Captain Jenkins had been
wounded slightly, but in a curious way. The shell
had exploded at a point in the ship's side where
a rack of cutlasses was located and had hurled frag-
ments of cutlass in all directions. Although our sta-
tion on the quarter-deck was some distance from the
point of explosion, a cutlass blade (about half length)
had struck Captain Jenkins's leg with such force as
to knock him down. That nothing worse than a
bruise resulted was due to the fact that the blade
struck fairly with its flat surface. Had the edge
been turned, serious injury would have been inflicted*

When we examined the spread of the shell by the
places where the fragments had struck, it was inex-
plicable how I had ever escaped without a scratch.
It almost made me believe in luck. For that matter,
any one who has seen much fighting becomes a sort
of fatalist. Evidently my time had not yet come.

With the taking of Vicksburg in July, Port Hud-
son fell in consequence. At last President Lincoln